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frequently placed in a position of overseer to Ayres, for dur-
ing work at sea the zoologist on duty was in charge of all that
concerned the working of the nets. In this position I
always felt morally subordinate to Ayres and if anything
went wrong with the working of the nets, as sometimes
happened, it was Ayres and not I who decided what to do,
and who did it. This reversal of our positions was accepted
by both of us with good humour and good grace. Never
once did I feel a loss of position or dignity on account of it
and somehow always, by means of some special gift, Ayres
managed to make me feel that it was really I who was the
man on the spot, the man who knew. And for that reason,
if for no other, my heart warms towards him.
This science business was a constant source of slightly
mystified amusement to Ayres, as it was to all the men. He
would peer at the catch in its zinc bucket after the net had
been lifted, cold and dripping, over the rail of the poop.
" What's the good of catching all them wogs, sir? " and an
immense smile spread from ear to ear while a hundred
creases ran outwards from his little china-blue eyes.
In his little room off the starboard alleyway Ayres stitched
and repaired our nets with swift accurate movement of his
big hands. He spliced the wire bridles on to them, laying
the strands neatly together between his fingers, humming
under his breath. And nightly, bound, stitched and
spliced, he shot them over the poop rail into the water under
the glare of two huge flood-lamps that blazed down upon the
deck from the after samson post.
There is an art in shooting nets. You hold the apical end
of the conical silk or canvas bag with its zinc bucket as far
out across the stern of the ship as you can. The men pass
the open end, the metal ring with its attachment to tibe
trawling wire, out over the poop rail. As the wire passes
out carrying the net and its attachment downwards iato the
water you still hold the bucket end. As the stem rises aad
falls with the pitching of the ship the dark water below comes